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the house, only Blanche sometimes calling out, for
she was restless again in the heat* They had lifted
her bed away from the wall and the cracks in the
plaster were spreading.
The wind rose suddenly, slamming the shutters,
swirling dust and leaves and rubbish across the
lawn; the crows were shaken from the trees and a
dead palm-leaf fell with a crash and rattle on the
grass; there was a smell of rain and presently it
came, in blots, and then a deluge, driving in
strong straight lines into the earth*
People ran to the windows and doors to look
at the rain as if a spring had released them; the
children began to bother if they might paddle in
the drains* Blanche asked for a blanket and then if
she might have some cheese to eat; she was given
some of her expensive arrowroot and fell asleep
with her cheek on her hand.
"She is better," said auntie, and went to sit on
the veranda,, her knees apart, her feet turned up on
a stool to catch the damp coolness.
In the first days of rain there were never enough
umbrellas. Coolies ran down the street holding a
cloth over their heads, some held wicker shields
and bent themselves double to keep themselves
dry. Boy wrapped a sack round his shoulders when
he went to fetch the stores. It was good to be wet;
the people in the street chattered joyfully, the rick-
shaws and taxis and carriages splashed up and
down with the rain coming through and under
their hoods*
Only Rosa looked dully out on the rain; she